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the theme of many poems and miniatures. But sorrow
attuned the Princess to pity and to kinship with the people,
and some of the spirit of India breathes in other lines:
An Emperor's daughter I have gazed on dire distress:
Ornament of women—Zeb-un-Nissa I,
And poverty adorns my comeliness.
In similar strain the glorious and masterful Nurjahan
wrote her own epitaph:
Upon the graves of us the poor no light nor wreath,
Nor voice of nightingale, nor fluttering wing of moth.
Here too the simplicity of India is seen at work subduing
the luxury of the Moguls.
VI
We may close this study with a few scenes which are at
once typical of their chief actors and interesting moments
in the rich pageant of India.
It is March 1627, and the fierce heat and dust of the
Punjab summer is beginning- Jahangir is sick to death
and longs for the coolness and beauty of Kashmir, its Per-
sian gardens and its rich memories, Mansur painting some
exquisite flower, Nurjahan herself beside him, and the long
pleasant days by the Jhelum with only the famous Journal
to demand attention. So the Court moves north, only to
find that old joys cannot be renewed, nor the torch oflife
rekindled. Autumn comes, and they go south again till
at the gate of the Vale of Kashmir, the Emperor is seized
with a 'desire to hunt once more. A horrible accident—
one of his servants dashed to pieces on the rocks—hastens
his end, and he dies blaming himself for it.
His son, Shah Jahan, lies dying in his gilded cage at
Agra. He gazes out at the Taj, a vision of moonlit witchery,
and thinks of Mumtaz, and of his sons. In the palace gar-
: den without sits Aumngzeb. His servants bring him the
head of his brother Dara, foully done to death. He tramples
it under foot with a sneer: 'Behold the head of this aspirant
to the Realm of the Moguls*,

